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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And of Priapus in the shrubbery 

Gaping at the lady in the swing. 

In the palace of Mrs. Phlaccus, at Professor Channing- 
Cheetah's, 

His laughter was submarine and profound 

Like the old man of the sea's 

Hidden under coral islands 

Where worried bodies of drowned men drift down in the 
green silence, dropping from fingers of surf. 

I looked for the head of Mr. Apollinax rolling under a chair, 

Or grinning over a screen 

With seaweed in its hair. 

I heard the beat of centaurs' hoofs over the hard turf 

As his dry and passionate talk devoured the afternoon. 

"He is a charming man", "But after all what <lid he mean?" 

"His pointed ears — he must be unbalanced", 

"There was something he said which I might have chal- 
lenged." 

Of dowager Mrs. Phlaccus, and Professor and Mrs. Cheetah 

I remember a slice of lemon, and a bitten macaroon. 



MORNING AT THE WINDOW 

They are rattling breakfast plates in basement kitchens, 
And along the trampled edges of the street 
I am aware of the damp souls of housemaids 
Hanging despondently at area gates. 
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Morning at the Window 

The brown waves of fog toss up to me 
Twisted faces from the bottom of the street, 
And tear from a passerby with muddy skirts 
An aimless smile that hovers in the air 
And vanishes along the level of the roofs. 

T. R. Eliot 



TO MY MOUNTAIN 

my mountain, my mountain — 
Enveloped in your cloak of snow 
Can you hear? 

Temple of my night, 
Cradle of my day, 
Can you hear? 

1 warn you of the braggart of the sky, 
The sun ! the sun ! 

He outruns my warning words 

To steal your snows, 

O my mountain, my mountain. 

Great body-guard of God — 
Can you hear? 

Mahdah Payson 
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